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stared along this road, picked and gnawed a
blade of grass, while he kept repeating to him*
self, * What a piece of foolery!J The chill of the
early morning made him shiver twice. . , . Piotr
looked at him dejectedly, but Bazarov only
smiled ; he was not afraid.
The tramp of horses' hoofs was heard along
the road ... A peasant came into sight from
behind the trees. He was driving before him
two horses hobbled together, and as he passed
Bazarov he looked at him rather strangely,
without touching his cap, which it was easy
to see disturbed Piotr, as an unlucky omen*
* There Js some one else up early too/ thought
Bazarov; * but he at least has got up for work,
while we . . .*
*'Fancy the gentleman's coming,' Piotr fal-
tered suddenly.
Bazarov raised his head and saw Pavel Petro-
vitdL Dressed in a light check jacket and
show-white trousers, he was walking rapidly
along the road; under his arm he carried a box
wrapped up in green cloth.
c I beg your pardon, I believe I have kept you
waiting,* he observed, bowing first to Bazarov,
then to Piotr, whom he treated respectfully at
that instant, as representing something in the
nature of a second* * I was unwilling to wake
oay man.'